Twist of Pain 


Author: Fiendess 

Bands: Danzig 

Characters: Glenn Danzig, Eerie Von 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash, Gen] 


Updated: Mon Jul Il 2005 09:59:44 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 

As always, thanks to Andy for making this presentable. For those of you wishing to know more about the 
*ahem* toys used in this and other wonderfully nasty stuff, go to http://wwwoccasionalhell.com/infdevice/ 
for all kinds of goodies. As always, I'd love to know what you think. 


| don't give a fuck what | agreed to, if he's gonna be there then you can find someone else to fucking do it! 
Fuck you and your contract!" 


The crash that followed made the blonde roll her eyes, looking up as he came back into the room. 
"Was that really necessary?" 
"Shut up! Just shut the fuck up! Why are you even here anyway?" 


"Because you invited me asshole!" 


"Well I'm uninviting you so get the fuck out!" 
Shooting him the finger, she grabbed her purse and coat and stormed towards the door. 
"Don't call me in an hour begging me to come back either!" 


Glenn snatched a small figure off the table, slinging it at the closing door, swearing louder as he realized what 


he'd just shattered. 
"Fuck, everything in the room and | have to pick the one goddamn piece | actually fucking like." 


Throwing himself onto the couch, he leaned his head back and closed his eyes. This was not what he signed up 
for, what he agreed to was a quick promo appearance at a horror convention, for some unfathomable reason 
the promoters thought that bringing in several musicians who dabbled in the "dark side" of music would be a 
kick for the fans. Not that his music wasn't dark, but still.. At the time, it seemed a good way to get a quick 
couple of days off at someone else's expense. That was before they threw in the curve, sending a list of the 


other guys that would be there. 


Eerie. Eerie fucking Von. How long had it been? Hell, the last time they'd seen each other they had made it a 
point to stay on opposite sides of the room, and with any luck they'd be able to do the same for this. 


Glenn shrugged, a dark smile crossing his face. And if they didn't and Eerie was stupid enough to get in his 
path? Well, so much the better. 


Ten days later Glenn found himself sitting behind a table in a hall filled with everything imaginable having to do 
with the horror genre. Props, books, costumes and even several booths filled with comics that he was going to 
check out at his first opportunity. Not to mention that room that was not open to the general public, requiring 
a special pass to step inside. A brief parting of the crowd made his eyes narrow as he got a glimpse of the 


table across the aisle 

"Fucker 

The fan who had just slid a photo in front of him drew back, startled at the growled curse. 

"Nah man, not you. How you doing?" 

Mnd back on what youre here for Glenn As for the other, deal with that later 

Glenn was pleasantly surprised to find out the day not only went by in a hurry, he ended up having a great 


deal of fun. Right up until he went back to the room set aside for the special quests after the convention had 


closed down for the day and found someone already there. 


"Hello Glenn" 

"Eerie. Not long enough no see." 

"Fuck you man, l'm just trying to be civil since we're stuck." 

"Civil? You don't know the meaning of the fucking word dick!" 

Eerie shot up off the couch. 

"Always the fucking asshole!" 

Glenn crossed the room and shoved his chest against the other man, forcing him to fall back onto the couch. 
"Don't think so dick! You're the fucking...” 

Eerie bounded back up, jabbing his finger into Glenn's chest. 

"Don't fucking start with me asshole! Unless you want your ass kicked | suggest you back the fuck off!" 

The two men stood inches apart, breath coming hard, their eyes locked. 

"Later motherfucker. Your ass is mine." 

Eerie watched the smaller man leave the room, before taking a deep breath and letting it out in a scream. The 


bastard still got under his skin, and that in itself pissed him off beyond words. Deciding to give Glenn a few 
minutes to leave the building, he dropped back onto the couch with a sigh. 


Eerie sat up and rubbed his eyes. He hadn't meant to doze off, checking his watch he saw that more than an 
hour had passed since Glenn had left. He stood, stretching and went through the door, stopping short when he 
saw that all the lights were out. 


"Great, watch me be fucking locked in. Cocksucker still fucks me over." 


Walking down the hall, Eerie couldn't shake the feeling that someone was behind him. Turning, he scanned the 
way he'd come, shrugging when nothing made itself known, 


"Too many fucking monsters around, freaking yourself out here." 


Sticking his hands in his pockets, he continued on his way. A rush of footsteps made him start to turn, a hard 


object connecting with the side of his head before he could complete the movement. He stumbled, falling 
against the wall, another hard blow knocking him to the floor. Groaning, he tried to lift himself up, cursing 
loudly when a weight landed on his back, driving him flat. 


"Told you your ass was mine." 


Eerie felt a band of metal being slipped over his head and down across his face to settle around his neck. He 


struggled to rise, falling back to the floor when a fist slammed into his kidney. 

"Move again asshole and the next shot will be to your balls" 

The band was tight, restricting his breathing but not choking him when he felt Glenn get off his back. 
"Stand up, but do it slow. You make one move and lil rip your dick right off" 


Eerie got his feet, feeling Glenn move up against his back Steel fingers clamped around his crotch, sending a 


bolt of terror down his spine. 
"Glenn, man, this isn't..." 
"Shut the fuck up. Now walk. Slow." 


Eerie took a cautious step, wincing as the instrument around his balls tightened. Glenn stayed right against him, 
guiding him out into the large open area of the convention floor. 


“Turn right" 


Eerie followed the direction, his mind racing as he tried to think of a way to attract the guard's attention 
There had to be a guard right? No way they'd leave all this shit here with no one to watch it. 


| know what you're thinking. He's gone. Best five hundred bucks | ever spent. He thinks I'm just some sick 
fucking rock star who wants to get off on playing with the toys." 


"You are fucking sick" 
The soft laugh sent another chill down Eerie's spine even as it sent a warm flow of air over his skin 
"You ain't seen sick yet, fucker. In here." 


Eerie had no choice but to turn into the room, stopping when he felt the band around his neck jerk him back. 
A quiet click behind him and the lights came on, making him squint for a moment to let his eyes adjust. 


"What the fuck..." 


"Fucking cool isn't it? These are real too, not those cheap Hollywood prop things. Now move." 

Glenn pushed against his back, forcing him further into the room. 

"Recognize any of this shit Eerie?" 

"Yeah, some of it. Look Glenn, lets just stop this shit and fucking sit down and talk." 

‘lm done talking. And | sure as fuck am done listening to your shit” 

Eerie let out a small sigh of relief as the band around his neck loosened enough to let him draw a deep breath. 
He swore as Glen stepped around him, sliding the metal around until he was standing in front of him, the steel 
pinchers still firmly gripping his balls. 


"Back up and have a seat" 


Eerie took several steps back until a solid bar of wood hit his legs. Lowering himself carefully, he grunted as 


the vise around his balls tightened. 
"Now slowly, and | mean real fucking slow, put your fingers under the bars." 
"What the fuck is this?" 


‘Its called a Noise Maker's Fife. See you put your fingers between the bars and then I'm gonna tighten the 
screws. And if you're good, I'll only tighten them enough to hold then, but...” 


Glenn moved closer, pushing his knee between Eerie's legs and leaning into his face. 
"If you piss me off I'll tighten them enough to smash every one of your fucking fingers.” 


Eerie looked down and studied the device around his neck. A straight metal bar was attached to the collar, 
smaller bars on either side of most of the length where his fingers were supposed to go, screws at the ends 
to tighten the outer bars and trap his fingers between. Another screw closer to the collar would tighten the 
band around his throat. A sharp grunt of pain tore from his throat as he felt the sharp ends of the pinchers 
on his balls dig in. 


"Now fucker. You know l'm not a patient man." 
Taking a deep breath, Eerie slowly raised his hands and slid his fingers between the steel bars. Glenn braced 


the end against his chest, tightening the first screw. When he saw the tops of Eerie's fingers begin to turn 
red, he stopped and began closing the other side. 


"Hurts a little don't it?" 
"| can handle it" 


Glenn gave another one of those soft laughs, finishing with the second screw and reaching to tighten the one 


for the collar. 

"Always the tough guy right Eerie?" 

Satisfied that the device was firmly in place, Glenn drew his knee back and stood in front of him. 
"Stand up." 

Eerie got to his feet, ever mindful of the sharp prongs digging into his groin. 

‘Im gonna let go of the Fife, if you try to hit me with it, or get away, l'm gonna own your balls." 


Glenn let go of the end of the metal bar, reaching for the open neck of Eerie's shirt and yanking it, popping the 
buttons free. 


"No way you fucking freak...” 


Eerie's protests were cut off by a shriek of pain as the vise tightened on his balls. Staggering, he fell against 
Glenn, babbling pleas to stop the torture. 


"No man, please, sorry, fuck no, stop, anything just fucking stop...” 

The pressure eased, leaving behind a sharp ache instead of the spikes of pain 

"Don't fuck with me Eerie. Now you gonna be a good boy?" 

Glenn smirked at the quick nod. Eerie shuddered as he felt the button on his jean come open and the zipper 
then tugged down, but he didn't attempt to move away. Glenn's hand left the now open crotch of his jeans, 
fingers suddenly digging into his chest and pinching his nipple, twisting it hard. 

"Now, here's where we see if you understand just how much | could fuck you up. In order for me to take 
these jeans off, I'm gonna have to let go of your balls. If you try anything, what you've felt up till now is 
gonna feel like your momma's kiss in comparison. You got it?" 


"Y..yeah." 


Eerie felt the relief through his entire body when the vise released his balls. Deciding it was now or never, he 
crashed forward into Glenn, knocking him backward. Eerie howled in agony as it felt as if his ripple had been 


ripped from his chest. Swinging the Fife, he felt it hit the side of Glenn's head, sending a jolt of pain through 
his fingers but knocking the smaller man off balance enough that he could sprint for the door. He made it less 
than a handful of steps before he realized just how much he was screwed. The door was shut, and with his 
hands the way they were there was no possible way for him to open it. 


A hand snatched the back of his shirt, the other grabbing the bar and forcing him around. Glenn dropped his 
shoulder, ramming it into Eerie's chest and catapulting him backwards into the wall. Eerie felt the air leave his 
body, his head slamming into the wall hard enough that he thought he would pass out. The feeling only 
intensified as a hand wrapped around his balls and squeezed. 


“Stupid fucker, just so fucking stupid" 


The hand released his balls, only to land in his stomach, the punch knocking what little breath he had left out 


of his lungs. 
"I fucking told you that all you had to do was not be stupid.” 


Another punch, this one in the center of his chest. Eerie felt his knees start to give, his back sliding down the 


wall. 
"| didn't tell you to sit down fucker." 


Glenn's hand shot inside the open jeans, grabbing Eerie's cock and pulling it free. Eerie forced himself back to 
his feet, biting his lip to keep from screaming. 


"You know what asshole? | wasn't planning on fucking you up too bad. But now you pissed me off. Two choices 


dickhead. Come along nice and quiet or you end up with your dick in your mouth." 


Eerie felt a rush of coppery liquid in his mouth as his teeth bit through his lip. He grunted when Glenn tugged 


viciously on his cock, pulling him toward a stock in the middle of the room. 


"Now asshole, I'm gonna unscrew your hands. Open the bar, put your arms through the holes and you try 


anything else and you can kiss ever needing to hold your dick again to take a piss goodbye." 
Glenn loosened the screws, letting Eerie pull his fingers free. He opened the bar and placed his arms as 
ordered, mind numb from the pain between his legs. Glenn snapped the bar closed, fastening the lock. Eerie 


groaned as his pants were ripped down his legs and left around his ankles, effectively hobbling him. 


Glenn walked around in front of him, grinning at the blood running down his chin. Placing his hands on the top of 
the stock, he leaned forward and licked the red trail, laughing when Eerie jerked away. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" 


"See, I've been thinking about this. And the more | think about it, the more it seems like fucking your ass up 
isn't gonna make much of an impression on you. Might give me the satisfaction, but after the bruises heal you 
aren't gonna think that much about it." 

Glenn walked around the stock and leaned next to Eerie's arm, loosening the screw holding the collar. Lifting it 
over Eerie's head, he tossed the device away. Eerie stared at him, his stomach knotting with fear as Glenn 
tilted his head, reaching under his arm and grabbing his nipple. Giving it a twist, he leaned closer, his mouth 
against Eerie's ear. 

"So | decided instead of fucking your ass up, I'm just gonna fuck you up your ass.” 

Glenn stepped away as Eerie threw himself backwards, trying to pull his arms free. 

"The fuck you are! You sick perverted twisted fuck! Come near me and I'l...” 

"Do what fucker? You can't get loose." 

Eerie tried to twist his head to see Glenn, now standing behind him. He heard a soft grunt, feeling something 
pushed between his thighs, a sharp piece of wood scraping the tender skin between his legs, forcing him up on 
his toes. 


"What the fuck?" 


"This is what's known as a Spanish Donkey Eerie. As long as you don't let your weight down on it you won't feel 
a thing." 


Glenn's hand suddenly landed on his shoulders, pushing Eerie down onto the wood, the sharp edge dipping into 
him from his ass to his balls. He heard the scream, knowing it was coming from him but unable to control it, 
struggling to push himself back up away from the wood. Glenn released his shoulders, stepping back and 
watching the trembling already visible in the muscles of Eerie's thighs. 


"Glenn, come on man, whatever you want I'll do. Just get me off this.” 


"You'll do what | want anyway Eerie. Not like you have a whole lot of fucking choice. And if you don't, | walk out 


of here and leave your ass just like this until morning.” 

Eerie shuddered as Glenn's hand pressed against the small of his back. 
"Come on Glenn, please. You really don't wanna fucking do this." 

Glenn reached around, cupping Eerie's balls and giving them a hard squeeze. 


"See how little you know me? I've wanted to do this for a long fucking time." 


Eerie groaned when Glenn pushed his cock against him, the rough denim scratching his skin, the hard bar of 
flesh rubbing between his cheeks. Glenn's hand moved up to grasp Eerie’s cock, starting a slow massage as he 
pumped his hips slowly, thrusting against Eerie's ass. Eerie dropped his head onto the rough wood of the stock, 
moaning as he felt his cock begin to stiffen in Glenn's hand. 


"I knew you'd get off on this fucker. You call me sick and perverted, but you're just the same." 


Eerie arched his back, straining higher on his toes when Glenn's teeth sank into his shoulder. His hips moved of 
their own accord, pushing back to feel the hard cock rubbing over his ass, thrusting forward to press his cock 
into Glenn's hand. 


"Fuck Glenn, man really, just let me down and oh fuck...” 
Glenn leaned his chest onto Eerie's back, pressing him down onto the wood. 
"That's gotta fucking hurt" 


Glenn grabbed a handful of hair, yanking Eerie's head back and biting the side of his neck before sucking hard 
at the flesh. 


"Man please, fuck yeah it hurts..." 


Glenn lifted himself up, letting go of the now stiffened cock and stepping back. Eerie turned his head, his chest 
heaving as he fought the weakening in his muscles, trying to keep himself as far off the wood between his legs 


as he could A rustle of cloth, the sound of a zipper being drawn down made him close his eyes. 


"Now here's the thing Eerie. I'm not moving that until | get off. So, it's in your best interest to try to get me 
off before you can't stand up any longer." 


Eerie nodded, bracing himself as best he could when Glenn stepped back to him, the wet head of his cock 
pushing into Eerie’s crack. The head pressed against his hole, the strange sensation making him clench his 
muscles. Glenn held his cock steady, leaning his weight forward and gritting his teeth as he pushed the tip 
against the tight ring of muscle. 


"This is gonna hurt like a bitch..." 


Reaching around, he grabbed Eerie's cock, jerking it with quick, hard strokes, distracting him from the cock 
seeking entrance to his ass. The ring relaxed slightly, so taking a deep breath, Glenn slammed his hips forward, 


driving his cock deep in one hard stroke. 


Eerie screamed, in trying to move forward away from the pain his legs slipped, bringing him down onto the 


wood. Arching his back he pushed up onto his toes, the burning pain in his ass secondary to the cutting feeling 


between his legs. 
Glenn fucked him hard; his hand jerking Eerie's now softened cock back to life. Wrapping his other arm around 


Eerie's waist, he leaned over his back and bit his shoulder, teeth breaking the skin, his tongue flicking out to lap 
at the blood. 


"Move your fucking ass Eerie..the faster you can make me come the faster you can get down" 

Eerie rocked his hips, the pain starting to fade in his ass, Glenn's cock no longer feeling like it was splitting him 
in two. It slid easily inside him; the passage wetted by precum and blood, the angle forcing it over something 
inside him that drove the pain further away, being replaced by a tight knot of pleasure. 

Glenn groaned, feeling Eerie's ass tighten around him. He jerked him faster, squeezing the base hard and 
varying his strokes, twisting the hot flesh in his hand, running his tongue over Eerie's back and tasting the 
sweat. 

Eerie felt the familiar ache in his balls, Glenn's cock pounding in and out of his ass and the rough stroking of 
his cock bringing him rapidly to orgasm. He nearly screamed in frustration when Glenn pulled his cock free, his 
hand unwrapping from Eerie's straining shaft. 

"What the fuck are you doing!" 

Eerie felt Glenn's hands between his legs, grabbing the side of the wood and pulling it back. Sighing, he dropped 
down onto the soles of his feet, relieving his cramped muscles. The nudge of Glenn's cock at his hole made him 


push back to meet it, groaning as it slid back inside. 


Glenn held still inside him, wrapping his arms back around him and taking possession of Eerie's throbbing cock, 


giving it a hard squeeze. 

"Now motherfucker, fuck me like you want it" 

Eerie nodded, bowing his back and pulling his hips forward before slamming them back, feeling the hard muscled 
chest pressing against his back. His balls were cupped in a strong hand; massaging the sac roughly as the hard 
jerks of his cock began again. 

"Fuck..harder Glenn, fucking harder." 

Glenn laughed, his face pressed to the side of Eerie's neck. 


"You want it hard?" 


"Yeah, hard and fast." 


Eerie groaned, grinding his ass against Glenn's crotch. Teeth found his neck, the sharp nip making his back arch. 
Glenn drew back, leaving the head of his cock inside. 


"Just like you want it Eerie.” 

His hips snapped forward, driving him balls deep in a hard thrust. Eerie moaned, pushing back onto the stiff 
rod, dropping his head between his arms and panting as Glenn pounded against him. Precum dripped from his 
cock, his balls drawing up, the pain gone from his ass as Glenn's thick cock pistoned in and out of his hole. 
Glenn threw back his head, his back bowing as he slammed his cock deep, feeling the jolt of pleasure up his 
spine as his balls emptied into the hot tunnel. Giving a hard squeeze to Eerie's balls, he felt the passage tighten 
around him, the cock in his hand throbbing as hot cum spurted from the tip. 


Glenn fell forward, letting his weight rest on Eerie's back as he panted for breath, working the shaft in his 
hand, feeling the body under him shudder as the last drops of come slid from the tip. 


"Fuck..." 

Glenn laughed, forcing himself up and pulling his cock out of Eerie, watching as semen and blood oozed down the 
back of his thigh. Grabbing his jeans he stepped into them, pulling them up and fastening them before pulling 
his shirt over his head. 


"Hey Glenn? You aren't gonna leave me here like this are you?" 


Eerie jumped, feeling a hard slap on his ass. Glenn moved around beside him, unlocking the stock and lifting the 
bar. Eerie straightened, shaking his arms and groaning. 


"Man, that's not a fun way to be for any length of time." 

Eerie's eyes narrowed, looking at the singer standing next to him. His hand shot out and grabbed the back of 
Glenn's neck, yanking him hard against him. Glenn tensed, clenching his fists and waiting for the blow he was 
sure was about to come. He grunted in surprise when Eerie's mouth closed over his, the tip of his tongue 
pushing between Glenn's lips. Opening his mouth, he wrapped his arms around Eerie, returning the brutal kiss, 
feeling the hot taste of blood as their mouths ground together, tongues fighting for domination. 

Eerie finally broke the kiss, a grin spreading over his face. 

"So, guess I'll see you tomorrow?" 


Glenn gave his balls another squeeze, laughing as Eerie sucked in a breath. 


"Yeah fucker." 


Letting him go, Glenn walked toward the door, opening it and turning back with a smirk. 
"So, we doing this again?" 

"Fucking right, but next time your ass goes in the stock" 

Glen nodded. 

If you think you're man enough to put me there asshole." 


Eerie watched him walk out the door before bending and pulling up his jeans, wincing at the pain. He snorted as 
he fastened the buttons. 


"Motherfucker is still a pain in my ass." 


